THEATRE OF ONE'S OWN

successful under the Republic and in possession of ill-gotten
royalties. The whole of theatre life had to start again from
the beginning, and I was privileged in this autumn to see it
get off the mark. One of my experiences was Krach urn
lolanthe, a racy country farce about a sow (lolanthe) seized
from a farmer for debt, put in a police station for safety,
and liberated by one of the suitors for the hand of the farmer's
daughter. The author of this stuff performed at the classical
Lessing Theater was not exactly a Synge, but he was a good
master-carpenter of sixty, and his father had been a master-
carpenter before him ; and many worse men have written
or put together plays. The live sheep, goats, pigs and
poultry let loose upon the stage were borrowed from various
establishments and from the Zoo near by. Then I went to
a former railway station made into a popular theatre, the
Plaza, which was giving an aged operetta but was interesting
in itself, because it manifested, with an auditorium holding
3000, the strength of the movement toward mass entertain-
ment. The older people's theatre corresponding to our Old
Vic, the Volksbiihne, had forgotten its political past and was
giving Schiller's Maria Stuart under Heinz Hilpert's direction
with the minor men's parts, courtiers and the like, pkyed by
actors who had been stage footmen with Reinhardt. Over-
playing and ranting were conspicuous. But in a State-
subsidized theatre like the Schauspielhaus the old traditions
were maintained, and one could see good acting and direc-
tion at the service of the new " blood and earth"
drama.
Playgoing in the smaller theatres around Berlin's West
End was more speculative, and one could easily stumble on
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